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NOVEL DEPARTMENT. 





FREDERICK AND LOUISA. 
CONCLUDED FROM PAGE 25. 


‘From Louisa I gathered, that, dazzled by the 
prospects of splendour held out to his view, Fred- 
erick had become dead to every sense of virtue; 
and, previous to his departure from our village, had 
seduced her to his purpose ; that, at his return, he 
had deluded her, by promises of marriage, to ac- 
company him, and ‘made use of every sophistical 
argument, which art and passion could suggest, to 
lessen her reluctance at leaving me. At last, when 
he had removed her scruples, he led her to town, 
where elegant lodgings were provided for her, and 


where, in ease and splendour, every remorse was 


hushed. She was made to believe that I knew of 


her situation, and that Frederick. only waited my 
arrival to complete her happiness, by marrying her. 
At length his professions pm his ki 
avaved, and in a very short time he openly re- 
nounced all further acquaintance with her; atthe 
same instant requesting her to turn her affections 
upon his benefactor, Mr. Villars, who had hitherto 
defrayed all the expenses of her maintenance.— 
‘Chilled with horror,’ said Louisa, ‘I heard his 
proposal. [ clung to his knees, a despairing 
wretch !—He seemed much affected, embraced me 
tenderly, but said that his honor demanded our se- 
paration ; he entreated me, as I loved him, to re- 
ceive the addresses of Villars, who had, he said, 
adored me from the first moment he beheld me, 
and for my sake only would continue them ; and, 
unless I behaved with kindness to him, would 
abandon us both to wretchedness! But can we not, 
said I, return to my father ?—he will save us from 
this interested creature ; he will be kind and ten- 
der to us: we need no other benefactor. He 
caught my hand with a look of wild desperation--- 
* Have a care, Louisa, what you draw me into ;— 
dare but to appiy to him, nal that hour is my last ! 
Would you save me from ruin, from infamy, from 
a horrid self-inflicted — this instant swear— 
consent to my pro —or, by Heaven, I survive 
not this inte? the drew a pistol from his pocket, 
and his hand trembled violently as he passed it 
before my eyes. Isunk upon my knees, and 
would have made the extorted oath; but insensibilit 
came over me, and I sawhim no more. Left whol- 
lyin the power of Villars, resistance was vain ; 
once voluntarily abandoning Virtue, how difficult 
18 it again to explore her paths ! I lived with him 
in all the splendour, all the misery of guilt, till I 
learnt that my fatal attractions drew him from an 
amiable wife and infantchiid ! From that moment 
worlds could not have tempted me to continue in- 
famy so enormous. I fled his house ; and, driven 
by distress, associated with an unhappy being, 
who, like myself, had failen the victim of ungov- 
erned passions and jawiess ini But m 


nature revolted against such a comree, and 4 daily 
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sunk deeper in the gulph of misery, till reduced to 
the necessitous condition in which you found me.’ 


‘ My girl ceased,’ continued the old man ; ‘ and 
we wept her sufferings together. But time, that 
sovereign balsam to the afflicted, at length calmed 
our woes, and happiness seemed likely once more 
to revisit its long deserted mansion. Absence and 
variety of scenes had almost eradicated from the 
heart of Louisa her fatal passion for Frederick ; 
when, at the expiration of two years, it was cruel- 
ly revived, by aa event as dreadful as unexpected. 


‘ Frederick was apprehended for a murder and 
robbery ; hig trial was to take place within a week, 
aad he implored my presence to soften, by my for- 
giveness, the pangs of an ignominiousdeath. No 
consideration could deter my unhappy child from 
accompanyiug me ; all sense of injury was forgot- 
ten in his misfortunes; and, in pity to her 
distress, I took her with me to town. Pale, em- 
‘aviated, and in a noisome dungeon, we found the 
once blooming yeuth ; his fire limbs fettered wit! 
goading irons. Atthe entrance of Louisa he fel 
prostrate on the earth, deprecated her reproaches, 
and clung to her robe for pity. Her heart, already 
nearly broken, sunk at this scene, and she fainted 
in his arms. Assured of her pardon, he soon as- 
sumed composure enough to relate the particulars 
of his conduct to us, which he did without pallia- 
tion of his guilt. 


‘ In order (said he) to effect views of which I was 
then ignorant, Villars soon attempted to torture 
my mind by insidious hints and derision of my 
simplicity. When I fondly wondered at his indif- 
ference to the charms uf my Louisa, he smiled at 
my ignorance, and told me of beautiés far superior 
to her in personal charms, as well as mental ac- 
complishments; that I needed but see them to 
despise her homely features ; and he lamented the 
infatuation that could lead me to devote sucha 
fine person toa simple rustic. The seeds of vanity 
are easily implanted in an uncultivated mind and 
their growth is rapid. I began to pine for this 
promised Elysium ; and the thought of losing my 
dear Louisa alone detained me. _ Villars soon 
taught me another lesson, and by the most insi- 
dicus plausibility brought me to consider the des- 
truction of innocence as a trivial weight in the scale 
of enormity, while my implicit credulity strength- 
ened the power he possessed over me. The dear, 
— girl was deluded from her house, and my 
villany was triumphant. 


‘So far was I the dupe of his infernal machina- 
tions : to the rest I fell a willing victim. Enchant- 
ed by the allurements of play, f considered fortune 
as within my reach, and the profusion with which 
Villars had hitherto supplied me precluded all idea 
ofeconomy. At length, an urgent demand from 


him of the sums he had lent me roused my pride. 
Flushed with recent success, I repaid him, when 
he informed me that | must now commence the 
gentleman wpon my own footing, or return to the 
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farm with my London improvements. I chose the 
former. Deeply involved, at length, by my own 
imprudence, | was on the brink of ruin, and was 
obliged once more to apply to him. He hesitated 
not to supply me ; but demanded—oh, God '—m 
Louisa as a retompense or security! Fired wit 
the expectations of fortune’s favours, by which I 
should be once more independent, I paid little at- 
tention to a demand I so little found the necessity 
of complying, with. I was pigeoned—my honor 
0 Louisa nist be the sacrifice. Can I 
speak my feelings—or will you pity the self-devot- 
ed. victim of vanity and ambition!” He paced the 
a with wild looks and irregular steps :—at 
last he resumed— I left Villars to triumph in his 
success. A perfect votary to dissipation, I now 
associated with a set of adventurers who frequent- 
ed the gaming houses, and partook their common 
fate ; one day rich, the next poor; not over nice 
in the means of obtaining an advantage, nor care- 
ful of wealth when in our possession. Such is the 
tife f those why through =f gn and extravagance 
first lose their reputation ; that once gone, all hon- 
or is considered as a burthen ; and, having nothing 
left of benefit to themselves or society, they stop at 
no villany to swpport a worthless existence. 








‘ Fn an hour of inebriation and want, I was tempt- 
ed to the commission of a crime which I had some 
time contemplated at a distance without compunc- 
tion. Iwas not yet willing to die ; the means of 
life must be procured, and the road was my only 
resource. With another, I attacked a carriage ; it 
contained two gentlemen; one presented his purse, 
the othera pistol. At that moment all the dark 

assions of my mind were roused, for I perceived 
the hated Villars. I fired, and shot him dead on 
the spot. Horror pertrified me, and I was seized 
without resistance ; was brought to this wretched 
place, and a few days will terminate my guilty 
career.’ 


‘The sobs of the distracted Louisa alone inter- 
rupted his recital, and I saw that it was an event 
she would not survive. 


‘ We were present at his trial: the evidence 
was too strong against him to admit of doubt, and 
the judge passed sentence upon him with a sensi- 
bility that did him honor. All present were affect- 
ed to tears at the fate of a youth thus cut offin the 
vigour of life. For my child, she was carried 
senseless from the court ; her reason sustained a 
shock it never recovered ; the execution took place 
unknown to her; and she was spared a trial that 
would have destroyed her. Frederick behaved 
with the greatest propriety throughout the whole 
transaction ; the presence of Louisa alone unman- 
ned him. He spoke a short and pathetic address 
to the multitude assembled, and died truly peni 
tent. : 


* As sgomi as the fatal catastroght was concluded. 
I broughfiny distractéd child here, and three short 
weeks brought her to the grave. Her senses were 
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restored to her for a little interval previous to her | 
final dissolution, when she fervently implored my 

pardon for the trouble and misery she had brought 

on me; smiled at her approaching release, and 

blessed her Frederick to the last.’ 


Wilmot concluded with a shower of tears and 
Henley vowed within himself to be the comforter 
of his declining years. His intentions were frus- 
trated ; nature had exhausted all her resources, 
and he fell a lingering martyr to grief and age. 


_ Sad lesson to those whom dissipation hurries 
from the bounds of rectitude. What evils are 
avoided by a perseverance in the pursuit of Virtue ! 
Then Innocence may triumph, and, supported by 
the grateful labours of Industry, spread peace and 
happiness around ; and a blooming family are rear- 
ed in the practice of every social perfection ; while 
the unrestrained indulgence of vicious propensities 


must ever be attended by infamy and unavailing 
repentance. 
=—__—_:- nn a ee 
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THE PEDLAR......No. X. 


Mar are rather apt to consider love and friendship as 
nearly allied. This appears to me to be an important error. 
A man may have so much of the rascal in his disposition as 
to incapacitate him from being a real friend to amy one, and 
yet make a most charming lover. There is a wide differ- 
ence between love and friendship. Love is the mischievous 
production of the passions ; friendship, the pure and gene- 
ous emanation of the heart. Love and jealousy are as in- 
separable as guilt and shame. Love, though blind and igno- 
rant, is continually imagining in its object, a thousand 
causes for the most tormenting jealousy. A smile bestowed 
on another, a friendly word, an expression of regard, strike 


it, although perhaps without reason, with terror and dis- 
may. It 





gets itself glass eyes, 

And like a scurvy politician, seem; to see 

The thing that it doth not. 
It is the child of a smile, and the victim of a frown. Real 
friendship is not placed on so frail a foundation. A word 
will not annibilate it, or a careless look destroy. It is fixed 
and founded in the heart, and is not dependant on smiles 
and fawning for its existence, 

Unkind and cruel treatment may fill the heart of a friend 
with grief, but not with anger, He is always eady to 
stretch forth the hand of reconciliation : But love insulted, 
scorned, and ill returned, kindles into rage, awakens every 
tumultuous passion, and seeks revenge. Love is sordid and 
selfish ; friendship free and generous, Love regards almost 
every token of affection and esteem shown to the object of 
its regard, as an encroachment on its rights ; friendship la- 
bours to gain for the object of its regard, the respect and af- 
fection of others. 

Love is filled with a multitude of unnecessary and painful 
apprehensions,—like a coward in the night, whose fears 
transform every bush into a robber, and every post into a 
spectre. Friendship is maniy and undaunted ; or if it har- 
bours a single fear, it is that .'s object may prove unworthy 
its regard. When the reputation and character of a friend 
is attacked, it starts forth uncalled in his defence, and is a 
*lion in the way’ before the slanderous and evil-speken. 
Even when at last accumulated proof places beyond a doubt 
the character which it has esteemed and respected, among 
the numerous throng of the dishonoured and disgraceful, 
slow to believe, it lingers long and sorrowfully ere it falters 
out its long ‘ farewell forever.” 

‘We may sometimes mect with disinterested friendship to 
cheer us on our way through this vale of sorrows. But 


where shall we look for dismterested love? It may indeed 
be found in the sweetly disgusting nonsense of the poet; it 
may be found m the imugination of a lovesick girl who has 
notsense enough to analyze her own feelings; at is an old 
story in the pages of the novelist, but it has mot existed 
withip the memory of man ; it does not now, nor did at ever 
dwell im the human beart 
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FORTUNATE SUPERSTITION. 

Cart. Steut, of the American ship Hercules, which was 
run on shore on the coast of Caffraria, In 1796, as the only 
means of saving the lives of the crew, gives the following 
account of the superstition of the Lascars. ‘At a period 
when the tempest raged with the utmost violence, the Cap- 
tain directed inost of the crew below, particularly the Las- 
cars, to work the pumps. One of them however, was per- 
ceived coming up the gangway, with a handkerchief in iis 
hand, and on being questioned what he was about, he an- 
swered in a tone of voice, that discovered a perfect confi- 
dence in the measure that he proposed; that he was going 
to make an offering to his Gud. ‘This handkerchief,’ said 
he * contains a certain quantity of rice, and all the rupees I 
am worth ; suffer me to attempt to lash it to the mizen-top, 
and rely upon it, Sir, if I succeed, we shall be all preserved.’ 
The Captain was going to order him back again to the 
pumps, but recollecting that in so doing he might throw 
both him and his countrymen into a state of despondency, 
and thereby lose the benefit of their exertions, he atquiesced. 
The lascar thanked him, and he soon beheld this child of 
prejudice mount the tottering shrouds without the least ap- 
prehension. He soon lashed the handkerchief to the mizen 
topmast head, fearless of all danger, and arrived in safety on 
the deck, confident now that his God was the Captain’s 
friend ; he went below to inform his brethren that he had 
done his duty. All the Lascars seemed transported with 
joy, embraced their virtuous companion, and then laboured 
at the pump with increased alacrity and perseverance, as if 
they had encountered before neither apprehension nor fa- 
tigue. To their unceasing labour was owing, ina great 
measure, the perservation of the people. 


—— 
THE TRAGEDIAN IN A COMIC CHARACTER. 


A celebrated tragedian, who has for some time been de- 
lighting the theatrical population of Norwich, by a display 
of hia wonderful, and at present unequalled, tragic talent, 
has also astonished the natives, by showing them some speci- 
mens of the versatility of his genius, and his activity and 
prowess when off, as well as on the stage. On Saturday 
se’ennight, this extraordinary personage, after delighting a 
crowded audience by his enactment of a princ pal character 
in Colman’s play of The Iron Chest, retired, with the plau- 
dits of the admiring critics still ringing in his ears, to Ward’s 
Punch-house, in the market-place, to enjoy himself with two 
or three social companions. Here, however, he untortu- 
nately indulged himself so freely in making: his libations, 
that reason was driven from her seat ; and about two o’clock 
on Sunday morning, the goblets being diained, and Boniface 
refusing to replenish them, our hero sillied forth (having 
first armed himself with a brass candlestick) into the street, 
and cleared his way through all impediments, till he bad 
crossed the market, and nearly arrived at his own lodgings, 
when his course was intercepted by one of the guardixns of 
the night. A desperate blow from the candlestick laid the 
impertinent intruder low, who however, by springing his 
rattle, soon brought five or six of his brethren to his assis- 
tance, between whom and the hero of the buskin a despe- 
rate conflict ensued. Many hard blows passed on both sides 
and the blood flewed in torrents. At length the disturber 
of the peace was vanquished, and conveyed to the Bridewell, 
where he was lodged in durance vile. Here he was soon 
recognized, and the representative of Kings was considered 
of so much importance, that a messenger was immediately 
dispatched to rouse his worship the Mayor, and inform hin: 
how important a prisoner had been brought in, Immediate 
orders were given that he shoutd be liberated ; but our hero 
was obstinate, and refused to quit the prison : and there he 
remained, maugre the entreaties of his friends, until Sunday 
evening, when, under the friendly shades of night, he con 
trived to elude the observation of the crowds who had col- 
lected themselves round the dour of the prison, in expec- 
iation of seemg him come forth trom his place of honowrable 
retreat. Th.s keen advcuture, however, concluded, as usual, 
na manner bighiy creditable to the Lberality of the princi- 
pal personage engageds if not of his prudence. The lucky 
watchman was sent fer next day, and complimented with « 
3 note, as a compensat.on for the injury whuch his sconce 
had receive 4.2 the brase camdlestick, 








ATROCIOUS REVENGE, 


Weave to relate one of those dreadful instances of des- 
perate depravity which reflect disgrace, not merely on the 
age, but on human nature itself. Yesterday, about one 
o’clock at nagn, a Welchman, named David Owen, a cow- 
keeper, came to town from Edmonton, and proceeded to the 
house of one Jones, his brother-in-law, who is also a cow- 
keeper,resident inG ibraltar-row, Prospect-place,St. George's 
fields. After knocking at the door, he was admitted 
to the room on the ground floor, where Jones, with his 
wife and maid-servant, was at dinner. After sitting for a 
few minutes, he started up, and with two knives (with 
which he had provided himself before his visit) he rushed 
to the execution of his execrable purpose. He first attack - 
ed the man Jones, whom he wounded dreadfully in the bei- 
ly and the head, so as for some seconds to deprive him of 
sense and motion. He than flew at Mge. Jones his own sis- 
ter, and inflicted upan her several shocking wounds : he 
stabbed her in the forehead, cut her severely though not 
dangerously between two of her ribs, and having thrust his 
knife in her mouth, drew it clean through the face to the 
ear, lacerating her tongue, and laying the cheek completely 
open. The ruffian last struck at the servant girl, whom he 
seriously cut in the face and one of her hands, besides divid- 
ing the main artery ofher arm, The poor wretches, though 
faint and almost insensible with terror and loss of blood, 
contrived to make their way into the street, where they 
were immediately observed by their neighbours, and were 
carried into the adjoiming houses till medical assistance 
could be procured. In the meay time the assassin had fast- 
ened the door of Jones’s house, ahd with loud imprecations 
threatened to destroy any persort who should dare to ap- 
proachhim. This threat, together with the impression of 
the horrible scene before them, and the circumstance of 
Owen (who is a remarkably large and powerful man) being 
armed with two knives, completely deterred the multitude, 
though soun consisting of many hundreds, from attempting 
to enter the house Police Officers were sent for, and on 
their arrival, and after the interval of nearly an hour, it was 
determined to break into the house and seize the desperate 
villain, For this purpose a great number of persons armed 
with pokers and-crow-bars, some with ladders at the win- 
dows, and some on the ground, made a simultancous attack 
on the house, and bursting it open above and below, rushed 
in with great force. They found Owen on the first landing 
place, standing with an air of defiance, and whetting his 
knives one upon the other, as if for the purpose of rendering 
them more effectually murderous. One of the officers, 
however, without a moment’s delay, struck him a violent 
blow with a crow-bar, on the head, which knocked off his 
hat and staggered him ; and another instantly took advan- 
tage of his tottering, seized one of his legs, and threw bim 
on the ground, Still the ruffian was able to resist, which 
he did so obstinately, that the officers were compelled to 
beat and even wound him severely about the face and body, 
before he was subdued to a State of acquiescence ; they 
then put him into a hackneycoach, and conveyed him to the 
prison in Horse-monger-lane, thousands of the multitude 
attending the coach, and with arms of various kinds, in 
order to prevent the possibility of his escape. While this 
was going on, surgical aid had been precured for the woun- 
ded, and the result of the examination made by Mr. Dixon, 
surgeon, of Newmgton, was, that he considered the hus- 
band likely to die, the wife dreadfully, though not mortally 
wounded, and the girl, though very seriously hurt, likely to 
recover. The man and the servant were, at the recommen- 
dation of the surgeon, taken to Si. Thomas’s Hospital. Mrs. 
Jones was carried back to her own house. 

Our readers will naturally inquire. what could have been 
the cause, however inadequate, of this savage barbarity ’ 
We are not able to answer this question any father than by 
stating, that we have been imformed, that about a year ago 
there was a law-suit between Owen and Jones respecung 
some property, which Owen conceived to belong to himself, 
but which. Jones claimed in right of hus wite. An action 
was iried, the result of which was favourable to Jones ; and 
Owen ever since has expressed much dissatisfaction, und is 

therefrom to have conceived that d-sperate re- 
venge which he yesterday executed. His proj oot was 
@Malignan. siigvivus, Ui ae, at the tune of bs Guage 
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yesterday, expressed a determination to murder, if he could, 
his own son, a lad who lived with his uncle and aunt, as as- 
sistant in their business, and whom his father appears to 
have hated from no other cause.—Fortunately this youth 
was not in the house. The parties are all Welch; Jones 
and his wife are about 40 years of age; the servant girl 
about 20; Owen is between 45 and 50, and is, as we have 
before stated, a man of remarkably formidable size and 
strength. The age of the son we did not hear. 
Eng. paper of Sept. 26. 


THE PUNISHMENT OF INGRATITUDE. 


A Faenen writer relates the following remarkable in- 
stance of the punishment of ingratitude in children—An 
eminent trader at Lyons, who had acquired an easy for- 
tune, had two handsome daughters, between whom, on 
their marriage, he divided all his property, on condition 
that he should pass the summer with the one and the 
winter with the other. Before the end of the first year, 
he found sufficient ground to conclude, that he was not a 
very acceptable guest to either ; of which, however, he 
took no notice, but hired a handsome lodging, in which 
he resided a few weeks. He then applied toa friend, and 
told him the truth of the matter, desiring the gift of two 
hundved livers, and the loan of fifty thousand in ready 
money for a few hours : his friend very readily complied 
with this request ; and the next day the old gentleman 
made.a splendid entertainment, to whieh his daughters 
and their husbands were invited. Just as dinner was 
over, his friend came in a great hurry, told him of an un- 
expected demand upon him, and desired to know wheth- 
er he could lend him fifty thousand livres. The old man 
told him without any emotion, that twice as much was at 
his service, if he had wanted it ; and going into the next 
room, brought him the money After this, he was not 
suffered to stay any longer in lodgings ; his daughters 
were jedlous, if he remained a day more in ene house 
than the other ; and ufjer three or tour years spent with 
them, he died; when, upon examining his cabinet, in- 
stead of riches, trere was found a not¢, containing there 
words—‘ He who has suffered by his virtue, has a right 
to avail himself of the vices of those by whom he has 
heen injured ; and a father ought rever to be so fond of 
his children as to forget what is due to himself.’ 


THE REPENTANT FATHER. 
So Henry dismounted from his courser, and ordering 
his attendants to remain in the valley, le ascended the 
mountain as the shepherd directed him. 


Many a weary step he took to gain the summit ; some- 
times he climbed the rock and sometimes the scimitar 
madea way through the thicket for its master. 

With exhausted strength, and almost fainting beneath 
the fatigue of his journey, he at length found himself at 
the side of a water fall, where his guide bid him rest ; 
there he moistened his parched lips with the luxurious 
draught, and opened the wallet that had been prepared to 
give him a feastin the desert. 

But he stayed not long. 

Henry’s mind was possessed with cares that did not 
suffer him to linger by the way ; so he pursued a wind- 
ing path, which soon brought him to a grove of pines, and 
at the end of it, under the shelter of an overhanging rock, 
he saw the hermitage he sought, and the venerable in|i.b- 
itant of it, 

The old man was upon his knees, and the prayer of the 
evening was on his lips, 

So Henry sat himself down ona stone at the door of 
the cave, and waited with many an anxious thought till 
the offices of devotion should be finished. 

‘ Pather of mercies,’ implored the hermit, ‘let the sad 
contrition of my latter days atone for the crimes of my 
former years ; but alas! how can he ask forgiveness, who 
Was the murderer of his own som—of his only child. The 
crime seems almost beyond ¢¢ reach of eternal merey ! 
‘I drove him from my door, he fied to the forest, and the 
wild beast devoured him.’ 
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‘1s it possible,’ continued the old man, ‘ that my tears 
can have washed away my offence and thatI shall meet 
my boy in heaven ?” 

‘You shall see him on earth,’ said Henry, throwing 
himself at the hermit’s feet, ‘I am that son, whom Provi- 
dence, in its goodness, has preserved to comfort his fath- 
er’s age and suppert his declining years. A long, a peril- 
ous journey, I have taken to make his latter days happy, 
and to close his eyes in peace.’ 

Alas ! as Henry spoke, those days were already passed, 
and his eyes were closed forever. Henry looked up to 
receive a blessing. The hermit—the father—was no more. 
His last sigh had escaped him. 


ORIGIN OF PLAYS, 


Tur first comedy was acted at Athens on a scaffold, 
by Sussarian and Dolon, 562 years before Christ. Those 
of Terence were first performed 154 years before Christ. 
The first in England was in the year 1551. Tragedy was 
first acted at Athens on a waggon, 535 years before 
Christ, by Thespis, a native of Icaria, a town of Attica in 
Greece, in whose time a tragedy was carried on by a set 
of musicians and dancers, who, as they danced, sung 
hymns to the praise of Bacchus ; and that the musicians 
and dancers might have time to rest, and that the people 
should have some new diversion, introduced an actor, 
who, between every two songs, repeated some discourse 
on a tragical subject. This actor’s discourse was called 
the episode. Thespis also furnished satyr with actors ; 
and Horace says he brought forth his satyrs in an uncov- 
ered chariot, where they rehearsed their poems, 
their faces being daubed with dregs of wine, or, 
according to Suidas, painted with ceruse and vermilion, 
to represent the satyrs, who are represented with a red 
and high coloured visage. The episode meeting with a 
kind reception amongst the people, Zschylus introduced 
two actors, and Sophocles added a third, which brought 
Tragedy into its full perfection. 
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AMUSEMENT. 


ORIGINAL ANECDOTE. 


A countryman who had brought a load of pota- 
toes into town, was disposed to joke an Irishman 
who was standing by his cart. ‘ Pat,’ says he, 





‘what do you call these ‘ere ?? (pointing ‘to his” 
load) —* Call,’ exclaim’d the Irishman, ‘ we don’t ‘ 


call them in our country, we have to dig ’em.’ 


Some time ago,a milliner’s apprentice was to 
wait on aduchess; but fearful of committing some 
error in her address, she went to consult with a 
friend about it, who told her that when she came 
betore the duchess, she must say her grace to her. 
Accordingly away wert the girl, and being intro- 
duced, after a courtesy, she said, For what we are 
going to receiv, the Lord make us thankful! To 
which the duchess answered, Amen. 
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Proposals have been lately issued in this town for pub- 
lishing by subscription, * Views of England, by Major 
Generai Pillet, Knight of St. Louis, and Officer of the Le- 
gion of Honor.” Translated from the French. 

The following is extracted from the Prospectus. 


‘Tie above remarkable work drew down upon the head 
of its author the denunciations of the English, who spread 
over France immediately after the restoration of the 
Bourbons. They immediately applicd to the French 
Government for its suppression; and although aa order 
for that purpose was issued, it guuld not be executed 
until the work had been extensively circulated, and a 
few copies sent to this country. In England no one dar- 
ed to translate it, and it now devolves upon the only free 
country on earth to give it publicity. 

‘The work contains a particular view of Smgland in about 
sixiy Chaptérs, and some of the subjects treated on are 
English influence—Public Spirit— National Pride--Laws-- 
Marrlages—Divorces—-Elections—-Eagtish Constitution 
—Parliament—Rotien Boroughs--Opposition Party—‘Tax- 
es—Public Debt—Intri of Ministry—Liberty of the 
Press---Secugity of Petsons and Property --Riots—Crimes 
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—Oaths—Assassinatfon of Wives and Sweethearts—Par 
ricgide—Infanticide—Cruelty to Animals—Botany Bay— 
Adultery amongst the higher ciasses—Sale of Wives— 
Gaming—Intoxication—Delicacy of Language—Modesty 
of Females — Agny—Navy—Pressgangs—Navy Officers— 
English Clergy—Treatment of Prisoners, (in seven chap- 
ters)—Designs of England over Europe, India, and othe~ 
countries—Consequences of English Alliance—Fnglise 
Travellers—-Hoads-—Coaches—Inns— V egetation—Ayn 
culture, &e. &e. 
‘On all these subjects the author has discovered an intimat 
intance with each, and has brought a mass of inter 
esting documents in support of his assertions. The au. 
thor resided ten years in England, six of them as a Pris- 
oner of War. 

*The translation will make a handsome 12mo. volume, of 
about 300 pages, which will be delivered to Subscriber 
at One Dollar in boards, or One Dollar and Twenty-Ag 
Cente bound ; and will be printed as soon as 300 subscri, 
bers are obtained.’ Subseriptions received at this office. 





SUMMARY OF NEWS. 
Michael Brophy who escaped from the Massachusetts 
State Prison in May last, has been tried for an offence in 
N. York, and sentenced to the Prison in that state for life. 


Capt. Williams, in the brig Louisa, arrived at Norfolk, 
from Antigua, states that a tremendous hurricane arose on 
the 21st ult. in the West-Indies, the violence of which 
was particularly felt at St. Lucie, Barbadoes, Dominique, 
Martinique and St. Vincents, where considerable dam- 
age was sustained by the shipping, and estates generally. 


A petition will he presented to the present Congress 
to add another new State to the Union—Missouri. The 
number will then be twenty-one. 


A steam Pump has been erected in Baltimore, which 
distharges 500 gallons of water in a minute. 

The Rev. Mr. Wheaton, of Newport, has received from 
some unknown person in Boston, Five Hundred Dollars, 
for the purpose of increasing the permanent funds of 
Trinity Chureh, in that town. 


The loss of the United States’ brig Boxer is confirm 
She was wrecked on the South Pass, in the Mississipi, 
but her specie, armament and crew were saved. 


The Supreme Judicial Court began its winter session 
in this town on Tuesday last, the Hon. Chief Justice pre- 
siding. On Thursday, the Grand Jury presented an In- 
dietment against William McDonough, for the marder 
of his wife on the 3d day of July last. It is supposed that 
the trial will be about the middle of December next. The 
Prisoner requested that Samuel L. Knapp, and Thomas G. 
Cary, Esquires, should be appointed his Counsel. 

No. 13091, which has drawn a prize of 20,000 dollars, 
in the Washington Monument Lottery, we understand is 
owned by Messrs. Bridge & Bender, of this town. 

It with sincere regret that we announce the ‘death of 
Captain George Crowninshield, commander and owner of 
the elegant vessel cailed Cleopatra’s Barge, and brotlter to 
the Secretary of the Navy. He was a very active, enter- 
prising, and public spirited citizen. It is to his exertions 
we were indebted for the removal from Halifax, of the 
lamented heroes Lawrence and Ludlow. 

It also becomes our unpleasant duty to state, that the 
valuable Fuctory in Danvers, the property of Mr. Richard 
Crowninshield, has been lately consumed by fire. It car- 
ried about 300 spindles, and employed a large number of 
industrious poor. His loss is estimated at $50,000. [It is 
uncertain in what manner the fire began. Thisis a loss 
to the public, as well as an immense one to Mr. Crownin- 
shield. 

Sinee the above was in type, we learn that Samuel 
Curwen Ward, Esq. who accompained Capt. Crownin- 
shield in his.tate voyage in the Cleopatra, and who has 
been confined ever since his return home, died at Salem 
on the same evening. ( Chron. & Pat. 


ee 


MARRLIG ES. 


Jn this town, Mr. Jolin Bassett, to Miss Catharine E. 
Wyman. 

In Weymouth, Mr. Josiah Vose of this town, to Miss 
Ann, daughter of the late Maj John White, of Weymouth. 
DEATHS. 

In this town Mr. Wiliiam Cleland aged 64—Mr. Thom- 
as Blake. aged 63—Mr. John Gordon, jr. aged 34—Rich- 
ard Green F.sq. aged 80—in Suiem, on board of the Cico. 
patra’s Barge, suddenly, Capt George Crowninshield, 
owner of said vessel. 





The remains of Lt. Brooks, of the U.S. marines, who feli 
on Lake Erie, in Sept. 1813, have been removed from Put 
in-Bay island to Detroit; and have been re-interred with 
every mark of civil, gpilitary 2nd eeciesiastical respect for 
the memory of this gallant son of Massachusetts. 
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POETRY. 


(ORIGINAL.) 





FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


ANSWER TO THE LINES ENTITLED ‘WOMAN,’ 
SIGNED, NED MEGRIMS. 


* Womay can kiss, and kiss, and kiss so sweet! 

‘And so could Judas—kisses of deceit. 

«A woman’s temper is an April day, 

‘ Where squalls, and storms, and even sunbeams play. 


‘ To maid, to wife, to matron, toothless dame, 

* A neighbour’s reputation is fair game. 

‘ And if for once, without her usual art, 

* The prim, the pious wife’ breathes forth her heart, 
She bids a ‘ sister’s fall’ Aer triumph raise, 

The blacken’d fame of * friends’ her virtues praise. 


But man! O noble man! with honour crown’d, 

His brighter merits, talents, should be own’d, 

His: fame extoll’d, his very thoughts applauded, 

And with the meed of praise each act rewarded. 
Judas comes first—Judas ! yes, even he—a man— 
Without whose kisses of deceit, 

Quite at a loss you were your line to plan ; 

Naught had you to compare with ‘ woman’s kiss so sweet.’ 
°*Tis pity, sure, that man, already plac’d 

So high beyond our reach for talents rare, 

That we, (poor souls) must feel still more disgrac’d, 
Indebted e’en to him, for wherewith to compare 
The lines, by which our characters you've trac’d. 


Seest thou the cloud on woman’s April day ? 

*Tis man’s majestic frown which bears such sway, 
That woman's heart, not like jis—nodly hard, 

Melts into tears—and every drop that falls, 

Bears the reflection only of his squalls ; 

Yet even more, he claims our thanks, our warm regard. 


For how could wife or matron, maid or dame, 

Find reputations they might think fair game, 

Or wife so prim rejoice at sister’s fall 

Mid snares, had man not kindly laid them all. 

First blotted reputation by Ais art, 

And built the stage where slander plays her part. 

Still we look up to his superior pow’rs, 

The subjects his—the handling only—ours. 

Yet cease this strain ;—if ‘ Megrims’ will confess 

He chose the dase alone of woman’s race, 

And kindly draw discriminating lines 

Between where malice glooms, and merit shines, 

li frankly own, there even are some men, 

Whose thoughts, words, deeds, 

Pould well be epoken, thought, and done agaww. 
MORA. 


——o 
FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
A TALE. 


om, who are friends to marriage, say 

kt keeps young men from wandering astray ; 
By this, from dissipation they escape ; 

By this are kept from many a wicked scrape 
‘This strange assertion brings into my head 
& story which I’ve somewhere heard or read, 


A sailor, once, elate with grog or pride, 

To show his skill in horsemanship, would ride : 
And bawling, ‘ topsails up, and mizen down 
Scampered like Satan forward through the town. 
The horse, who ne’er had heard a sailor roar, 
Nor had a sailor on his back before, 

Threw up his heels, most wickedly uncivil, 
And gallop’d onwards hke the very devil. 

Th’ undaunted tar relinquishes the rein, 
Seizing, with both his hands, the flowing mane, 
Draws both his heels close to the horse’s sides, 
And, Gilpin like, through shouting crowds he rides. 
*'The man is run away with ! cried the crowd ; 
Hip! Hoishe sails" the sailor bawls as loud ; 
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While ‘stop him ! stop him !’ was the general yell, 
He cooly turn’d his quid, and cried, ¢ all’s well” 
Thus on he rode ; but stumbling in the course, 
Keel upward went at length both man and horse ; 
Over each other in the dust they roll’d, 

A woful sight, and piteous to behold. 

* Y'll teach the prancing rascal how to sail, 

Pl dallast him against another gale,’ 

Exclaim’c the sailor ; then about his tail, 
Maliciously he tied a ponderous stone, 

And mounting up the horse again, urg’d on, 

But vain now was the whip, in vain the rein, 

The sailor’s roaring oaths were all in vain ; 

The steed, so fiery and wild before, 

Now heeded not the whip, the reim or roar; 
His courage fail’d, his spirits too were gone, 
When at his tail he felt the heavy stone, 
Now listen to the moral of my story, 

Wh ch, gen’rously I haste to lay before ye. 
Youth is a noble, headstrong, fiery steed ; 

Love gives the rein, and passion takes the lead : 
Wildly through pleasure’s flowery paths he flies, 
Anxious to know, to taste, and realize, 

Each sweet, intoxicating joy of life— 

Till, dallasted by that vile thing, a wife, 

His courage droops, his manly fire is lost, 

His noble nature humbled in the dust ; 

He sorrowfully drudges to his grave, 

A doting ideot, a weak woman’s slave. 

NED MEGRIMS. 


me 


FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
TO AUGUSTUS. 


Ayp will not aught avail, my friend, 

To chase from thee, thy gloom and pain ; 
Shall man to grief and sorrow bend, 

And mourn in silence and complain ? 


And shall Augustus pine and die, 
And tell of pallid cheek and woe, 
And choose in solitude to sigh, 
And this world’s pleasures all forego ? 
If adverse storms with chilling bjast, 
Have nipp’d thy bud of life e’er noon ; 
Will not Hope’s cheering rays at last, 
Restore its verdure and its bloom ? 


Augustus, yes! strike then thy lyre, 
Again its sweetest notes will flow, 
And youthful scenes thy soul shall fire, 
And bliss her choicest meed bestow. 
I toohave felt the keenest woe, 
Have wept till tears would flow no more, 
Have sigi’d till every bosom throe 
Seem’d e’en that nature’s powers were o’er. 
I too at midnight hour would dwell 
On joys, I thought forever dead ; 
But reason’s voice dissolv’d the spell, 
And mis’ry’s haggard form soon fled. 


1 now can smile on all around, 

And every object bright appears ; 
The streams of blissful joys abound, 

To cheer the hope of future years. ‘\ 
Then hush thine heart, breathe not a sigh, 

Let discontent no more intrude, 
Augustus, quick from sorrow fily— 


And dwell no more in solitude. 
SAM. 


— 
FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
Sung, ’tis not given for mortal man to know 


The hidden purpose of those graces, who 
From day to day beg patterns at our shops, 
With airs polite, and fashionable flutter, 
Stuffing their bags with shreds, just like the scores 
Of truant beggars who frequent our doors, 
Begging for slops, 
And, ere they’re out of sight, 
Throw down the nauseous mite, 


To the mouths of dogs, or fill the gutter, 


Passing the street the other day, 

I saw three damsels gadding up and down, 
Who every day perambulate the town, 

With Cupids in their grey eyes lurking, 
Dress’d in their undress, while the winds blew high, 
And revel’d in their robes so wantonly, 

At every stere-house bobbing in and out, 

Glancing with fools’ eyes about, 

And with vain coxcombs smirking. 

Behind these three divinities, 

Inspir’d with awe, I held my way, 
Fearing to meet their killing eyes, 

And yet half willing to be made a prize. 

At length says one, ‘It is a shame, 

‘ That common folks should ape our airs 
‘ And buy their wares 
‘By the same name : 
‘ Frogs, snaps, plush trimmings, bombazette, 


* * Silk veivets, wildbores, and what not 2 


Then stepping in to the next door— 
* Any good stuffs to sell to-day ? 
The shop boy ey’d her with dismay, 
And straightway to his master ran, 
* Any good stuff, Sir,’ crying out, 
* The lady wants to buy good stuff.’ 
(Sure, it is natural enough 
For shop boys to mistake the merits 
And names of goods, when lately from the bush) 
* Good stuff! good stuff!’ the merchant cries, 
With anger boiling in his eyes, 
* This is no dram shop, man ; 
*Go, tell the woman, Sam, 
‘We'll give her ladyship a dram, 
* But we’ve no license here to retail spirits.’ 
M. M, 
—e— 
POR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
ADVICE TO MARRIED MEN, 


Yr cross, frowning husbands, wh@ often complain, 
That ‘the honey-moon past, will return ne’er again,’ 
For once take advice, nor be angry to know, 
Yourselves are too often the source of youn woe. 
Remember the years that in courtship were past, 

(If years thus were spent, ere the knot was made fast) 
How eager yourdove and soft kindness t’express ; 

‘In Dulcinea’s presence alone were you blest.’ 


The same kindness now by your wives is expected ; 
But your lounging all ev’ning at F——'s is detected. 
When by drinking and gambling, you’re weary of life, 
Can you bear home those feelings so dear to a wife ? 
O no! for true love must be mutually express’d ; 
Tis in blessing w’expect by our wives to be blest; 
Their happiness then seek, in the same circle more, 
‘And hymen wit1 rivet the fetters of love.’ 
LEANDER. 
em 
ANSWER TO WILLIAM. 
I never knew a giddy youth, 
By passion’s power controul’d, 
Who constant ere could dwell in truth, 
Nor be by looks cajol’d. 
True love is like a perfect glass, 
That can’t divided be ; 
Your love, that’s shar’d by ev’ry lass, 
Is good for naught to me. 
Then think no more you'll me deceive, 
By reas’ning, false as air ; 
Your love to all you still may give, 
A part! cannot share. NANCY. 


————————————— —————————————— 
TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 

We have occupied more room for our poetical friends, 
in this paper, than has usually been allotted to their de- 
partment. “ Admonition to a Friend,” “ A Poetical Ex- 
tract,”’ and other communications are omitted in conse- 
quence. 

Two selected pieces altered immaterially from their co- 

jes, have been offered this week as originals. We should 

glad to know the authors of these senseless attempts 
at imposition. 
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